every breath of country air my guests became more con-
tented with their lot. The old Studebaker never even
missed fire, and although we made one quarter of an
hour's stop for a very acceptable gin and bitters, we
reached Salisbury in plenty of time for lunch and in the
best possible spirits. It was only when we were approach-
ing Wells that a careless remark from one of my guests
started the trouble.
" You fellows have brought your ration cards, of
course ? " I asked, turning round.
" Ration cards ? " E. V. repeated vaguely. " I had
one, I know, but my wife took it directly it was issued."
" Great Scott ! " I exclaimed. " Where is yours,
Dion ? "
" My wife did the same with mine," Calthrop admitted
frankly.
Dion, by the by, was a fine, healthy-looking picture
of a man, six feet high.
" And you, Gerald ? " I asked.
"Evelyn has mine," he replied, referring to his and
my housekeeper at our flat in Clarges Street. " She
makes use of it, I suppose, but I always get anything I
order at the club."
" What are you looking so scared about, Opp ? "
E. V. demanded.
" Oh, nothing at all," I replied. " Only just this.
When I was home last, I only stayed for two days, but
there was scarcely a scrap of anything to eat in the place
and my wife has told me since that she can get nothing.
Not even her ration. Devonshire, which sounds the
richest, is really the poorest county for food in England.
By Jove, you chaps are going to be hungry ! "
" You re kidding%ppp ! " E. V. scoffed.
" I swear I'm not," I replied.
We stopped for some tea. The contempt with which
our order for cream was received and the paltry little pat
of butter we were offered augured ill for us. If one of
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